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Lady  John  Scott 


I.  Max-wel-toa’Bbrass  are  bon- nie,  Whets  ear  - ly  fa's  the  dew.  And 'twastherethat 
a.  Her  brow  ia  like  the  eaaw-drift,  Her  threat  la  like  the  swan.  Her  face  it 
3.  tike  dsw  ©Btb'gow-aB  ly  - ing  Isth' fs'o’hsr  fair  « y feet,  And  like  winds  far 


• cle  taa-rie  Gave  t 
is  the  fair- eat  That  e'er  the 
eam-tner  elgh-icg,  Her  e 


U I 

prom-lsetme.  GaTeme  her  prom -Ise  tree.  Which 
sna  shone  oBo  That  e’er  the  sea  shone  os,  And 
lew  and  iweet.  Her  voice  ia  low  aedaweet,  Andahe’i 


eeej  for-got  wiU  1»,  Aid  for  ta-ais  Aa-ila  1«b.  ria  I’d  lay  mo dooa  and  d 

datt  Mm  i.  lor  «’«,  And  for  I»m-nlo  An-nia  Lao  . rio  I’d  Uy  mo  doon  and  d 

n tfioworlito  mo.  And  for  ta-nl.  An-nio  Lao- rio  I'd  lay  mo doon  and  d 


My  Last  Cigar 


sat  up  - oa  tha  qoar  - ter  • deck,  Asa  whiffed  my  cares  a -way:  Aad 

there  the  pur  - pie  wreath  of  smoke  Was  curl  - icg  grace  • fal  - ly.  0 

watched  it  ae  a '^eoi  would  watch  Bo  - aide  a dv  • ice  friend;  Bnt 
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STARS  OF  THE  SUMMER  NIGHT. 


OLB  FOLKS  AT  HOME. 
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All  *©iin'  jie  eoisb? 


T heart  ! 
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When  wiU  I hsar  dl  ban  - S S 'Jl  if®  ®a6-tcr  whare  I 
ean  • j®  . nuEg , 


6 Da;^(»  buek-whaat  cakra  an’  Ingen’  beuer. 
Makes  yoM  fai  or  a iHtle  fatser 
Look  away'  etc., 

V 1®™P  IP'  yeas-  grabble, 

io  Dixie  9 lanfj  ftn  bound  U)  (rabble 
I^k  sway]  ete. 


We’ll  Pay  Paddy  Doyle 

Chantey  Song 


My  Old  Kentucky  Home 


s C.  Forr** 


*rij6  Old  Cabin  Home 
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THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER. 


1.  MyBoa'Sia  ta  o-vertha  o 

2.  0 bbw,  ye  winds,  0- Ter  the  a 

3.  Laet  night  as  1 lay  on  my  jtil 
4 The  winds  baTdblcwD  averse  o 


MV  BONNIE. 


MfBos-nkib 
AKdHow.yewiiide,€^the 
Lastalghtss  I lay«B  mf 
The  winds  h5?&bbws£wc  ths 


MyBca.oie  ts 
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WHEN  THE  SWALLOWS  HOMEWARD  FLY. 
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I.  Whea  the swal-lowshomewardfly,  Wbee  the  ro  • • eea  ssat-tered  lie,  Wheafroai 

j.  When  thewbiteswaasouihwardfoves,  Toseek  at  cooa  the  cr-angegTOYSSsWhenthe 
^ Hush,  my  hee- ■ why  thascomplain?  Xhoamiist,too,  thy  woes  coo-tale,  Tho’ oa 

O m:  m t(^ ^ ^ h- 


m 


V*  -i  ^ 

nei  = ther  hill  eor  dale  Cbaats  the  sil-v'ry  night- ia-gale;  la  these  words  my  bleeding 
red  tfots  of  the  west  Prove  the  sua  has  gooe  to  rest;  In  these  words  my  bleedmg 
earth  DO  more  we  rove,  I<oud-ly  breathing  words  ©f  love;  Thou,  my  heart,  must  find  t©" 


1 


. thy  im  • sfe  lose, 
thy  form  _ a • gala, 


Caa  I,  «h,«5&a  I e’er  know  rsr-pose,  Caa  I,  eh,caa  I eerkhsw  re*  pose? 

Can  I,  eh, tan  I e’er  know  re-pose,  Can  I,  ah,  I e’eeknow  te-posef 

Though  t£»"  we  part  a-  gain,  Though  to  • cay  we  part  a • fasa. 

_ ■ _f~  J I J J I <*-»  I J I J-  ~ * 


those  evening  beees. 
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T^^se  e^  • Ding  bells!  those  eve  - Ding  hallsl  How  man  - y a tale  their  mu -sic  teil»| 
i Ttesioy-  ous  hours  hare  passed  a - way;  And  mai-y  a heart  that  then  was  gay/ 
3 And  so  ’twin  be  when  I am  gone.  That  tmie  - fol  peal  wrll  stiU  nog  on, 


Of  5Mtli  Thorne,  and  that  sweettime  Whenlast  I heard  tnerr  soothing  chime. 
With  - in  the  tomb  now  dark  - ly  dwells.  And  hears  no  mote  those  eve-ning  hells. 
While  oth  . er  bards  shall  walk  these  dells,  And  sing  yourpraise, sweet  eve-ning  bells. 
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MARCHING  THROUGH  GEORGIA. 


1.  Bring  tho  good  old  bu  - gle,  boyel  we’l!  aing  sQ  - otb  - er  song— 

2.  How  the  dark-ieeahout-ed  when  they  heard  the  joy  - ful  sound! 

3.  Yes.  and  there  were  Un  - ion  men  who  wept  with  joy  - ful  tears. 

4.  “Sherman's  dash-ing  Yan-kee  boys  will  nev  - er  reach  the  coastr 

5.  So  we  made  a thor-augh'fare  for  free  - dom  and  her  train, 


Sing  it  with  a 
Eow  the  tar-keys 
When  they  aaw  the 
So  the  sac  - cy 
Six  • ty  miles  in 


splr  • it  that  will  start  the  world  a - 
gob  • bled  which  our  com  - mis  — sa  - ry  foandl 
Hon- ©red  flag  they  had  not  seen  for  years; 
reb  - els  said,  and  'twaa  a hand-some  boast, 
lat  - i - tade — three  hue- dred  to  the  main; 


Sing  it  as  we  used  to  sing  it, 
How  the  sweet  po  - ta  - toes  e • vert 
Hard  - ly  could  they  be  restrained  froa 
Had  they  not  for-got,  a - las,  to 
Tres-son  ficd  be -fore  ns,  for  re- 


D.  S. — Se  ws  sang  the  eho  - m from  At^ 
Fine.  Chceus, 


ty  thoc-sand  strong,  .While  we  were  marching  thro'  Geor  » gi8.\ 
atart-ed  from  the  ground.  While  we  were  marching  thro’  Gear  - gia.  / 

breaking  forth  in  cheers,  While  we  ware  marching  thro'  Geor  - gia.  > Har-rah!  hnr-rab!  we 

reck  - on  with  the  host,  While  we  were  marchlDg  thro'  Geor  - gia.  i 

sist-ancs  was  in  vain,  While  we  were  marching  thro'  Geor  - gia. ) 

— f • f f f f 


SCOTLAND’S  BURNING.  (Round.) 


Scotiasd'3  boraing,  Sootlafid’e  bundog,  Lock  oat,  look  out!  Pire,  fire,  Ore,  firelPocroa  water)  on ' 


O CANADA! 


Words  by  Auguetuo  Bridle 
Slaestcso 


Melody  by  O.  Lavollee 

Harka 


LONG,  LONG  AGO. 


T.  H.  Bayly. 
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COLUMBIA,  THE  GEM  OF  THE  OCEAN. 


ft*  *^f^^^.®*.***®  <xe4a^  The  home  of  tfee  bj&Te&ndthe  fHse,  llie 

fl  wsrw1aff8d^  w!d«dea*o.ls-tioQ,  Aad  threeteoed  ibelsod  w cie-f^,  The 

S.  The  star-fipsagledbsDaer  bring  hUher,  O’er  Oo-Jam-bia’e  iras  sons  let  it  wave:  Mayihe 




e to  thee.  Thy 


•hrtae  ^ eseh  pa-tdot’a  de . TO-tSotE,  A world  of  •fere  bom  • age  to  thee.  fhy 

• luEi.bla,  rods  eafo  thro’ the  atones  With  me 
wreataa^ey^va  woa^avw  with-er,  Kcr^ita  stars  cease  to  eblne  ce  the  braves  May  the 


HauuasM  make  he -roes  as^aem-ble,  .Jsea  Llb-er  • tfe  foKEsSaadsfej  yJswj  Thy 
gsr«lsad9of  ?l«-t’ry  s-roucdber,  Whea  so  procd^y  abe  bore  her  bmve  erew,  'Withher 
Q .Dit  « ed,  Be’er  eev«er.  Bat  boldto  their  col- ora  m trae;  The 


-or, 


.^1*1,  i«». 


^n-aers  mak®  an  • ny  treble,  When  bora®  fey  eh®  red,  white  and  bless  Wh&i 

flagprood-ly  Oostlng  be -fore  her,  The  boast  of  the  while  and  blees  Tbs 

ar  « my  aad  na-vy  for-er-er.  Three  cheers  for  the  red,  whiteacd  blue;  Tbre® 

I*  !*  ^ 1 .0—M-—  ‘T-.m  A 'T* 


irh-irHj  5-^ 


the  red,  white  and  blue,  The  boast  of  the  redj  white  end  blus^  her 

oheere  for  the  red,  white  and  blue,  Three  cheers  for  tbs  red,  white  and  blue,  The 

“■■■  ■*  “^w«.4e-4e.  4e. 
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MY  MARYLAND. 


Jag.  R.  Randall. 


1.  The  des-pot’a  heol  is  ou  thj  shore,  Ma  • ry-land,  my  Ma  - ty-laad!  Bis  torch  is  at  tby 

2.  Hark  to  an  81  • iled  son’s  ap-  peal,  Ma  • ry-tand,  my  Ma  - ry-land!  My  Moib  • er  State,  to 

3.  Thou  wilt  not  cow  - er  in  the  dust,  Ma  - ry-!aad,  my  Ma  • ry-laod!  Tby  gloamingsword  shall 

• -<2-  “ 


three  blind  mice.  (Round.) 


i»wbw«i»,Tb,.,  blind 


•11  ran  afte  tta  JanaOT'«.Hi, 


We’re  Tenting  To-Night 


Walt**  XnrRSDea 
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We're 
We've  beep 
We  are 
We've  beea 

ie^ 

-C 


teot  iog  to-Digbt  oa  tbs  old  camp  grousd, Give  33  a eoog  to  cbeer  Our 
test- log  to-oight  CD  tbeoIdcampgrouQd.ThsBkiQgof  days  goss  by,  Of  tbo 

tired  of  tvar  od  tbsoldcatopgrousd, Ma -sy  ere  dead  esd  gose,  Of  tbo 
figbt-sng  to-day  ca  tbe  old  camp  ground,  Ma  - ay  are  ly  •ing-cjearj 


Flow  Gently,  Sweet  Alton. 


X,  FWgen-tly,  sweet  Af-toss,  a -sang  thy  green  braes;  Plow  gently,  I’ll  sjoe  thee  a 

*•  " y.’  Jlesgh.bor-ing  hills,  Far  marked  with  the  cours-es  of 

y Thy  erys-tal  stream,  Af  • ton,  ho^  love-  ly  it  glides,  And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my 


song  SIS  thy  praise;  My  Ma=ry’s  a . sleep  by  thy  mnrmarisg  stream, Flow  gen-tly,  sweet 
Clear-wicdmg  nllsl  There  dai-Iy  I wati-der,  as  mom  ris  - es  high,  My  flocks  and  my 
M«*iy  te-sides!  Howwau-tonthy^  wafers  her  snow- y feet  lave.  As,  gath’nog  sweet 


lap^wing.thysereamiDgfor-bear,  I charge  yos,d!s-tcrb  cot  my  slum*ber-!ag  fair, 
eve-nicg creeps O'ver  the  lea,  Thesweet-scentedbirkshadesmy  Ma*ry  and  me. 
Sleep  by  thy  marmnringetreanSsFlowgenjtlytSwset  Af-ton,  disturb  not  her  dreanv 


RAISE  THE  FLAG. 

Moderaio.  Words  and  Music  by  E.  G.  Nelson. 


1.  Eaisethe  flag,ourglonousbaDn«r,  O'er  this /air  Can  . a>diaD  land, 

2.  Kaisethe  dag,  o'er  hill  and  valley.  Let  it  wave  from  sea  to  sea; 

3.  Raisetheflag.and.withlhebanner.Shomsoftriumphlel  us  raise; 

4.  Kaisetheflsg  of  the  Do-rain-ion. That  theworld may  un-der-ssand’ 

5.  Raisetheflag;  Who.dareassail  it,  Guarded  by  the  Em-pire’s  raigbi  ? 


^ I T ■ 7 i I n 11^7  f r 

From  thestern  At -lan-tic  O cean*  Tothe  farPa  - ci  - fic  slraad. 
Flag  of  Can-a  - da  and  Britain,  Flag  of  Right  and  Li  - ber-  • ty 
Sons  ofCa^-a  da  will  guard  it,  And  her  daughters  sing  its  praise. 
This  wHl  be  our  en-sign  ev-er,  In  our  broad  Can  • a.dian.kcd 
Raise  the  flag  of  our  Do-min  ion,  Stand  for  Country.  God.  and  Right; 


Chorus. 
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Raiselheflag.withshontsofBladness.'Tisthebannerot  the  -freel 


I 


Br!|ht-lyg!eaming,proudlystreanimg,'TislheFlagoI  Li  - ber  ly 


HAIL,  COLUMBIA! 


